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The Hi Li cry 0} King Lear. 

Cap. I cannot draw a Catt.nor cate dtyed oat^s* 1 
Ifit be mans workc, lie doo’c. 

Enter the Dnkp y tbe two Ladies y wd other t. 

Alb.Sit you hauc ftiewnc to day your valiant ftraine. 

And Fortune led you well : you haue the Captjucs 
That were the oppofices of this dayes ftrifie: 

We do require then ofyou fo to vie them. 

As we fhall finde their merits, and our fafety 
May equally determine. 

Baft. Sir I thought it fit. 

To fend the olde and miferable King 

To fome retention, and appointed guard, 1 

Whofc age has charmes in it , whofe Title more. 

To plucke the common bloflbmes of his fide. 

And turne our impreft Launces in our eyes 

Which do command them. With him I fent the Queenc: 

My rcafon all the fame, and they arc ready to morrow. 

Or at a further fpace,to appeare where you fliallhold 
Your Scflion at thistime : we fweate and bleed. 

The friend hath loft his friend, and the beft quarrels 
In the heate arc cutft by thofe that feele their fbarpenefle. 

The queftion of Cordelia and her father 
Requires a fitter place, 

• Alb, Sir by your patience, 

I hold youbutafubic£l ofthis war-re, not as abrother. 

Reg. That’s as we lift to grace him. 

Methinkcs our pleafure fnould haue beene demanded 
Ere you had fpoke fo farre. He led our powers. 

Bore theComtniffiou ofmy place andpetfon. 

The which immediate may well ftand vp. 

And call it felfey our brother. 

Gon. Not fo hot t in his owne grace he dothcxalt himfelfe, 
More then in your aduancemcnt. ; ; . 

Reg. In my right by me inuefted,he compeers the beft, 

Gon. That were the moft,if he Ihould husband you. 
£fg.Iefters do oft proue Prophets, 
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TheHittnyof King Lear. 

< 7 «, w .Hola,hola,that eye that told you fo, lookc but a fquinr, 
Reg . Lady I am not well.elfc I ftiould anfwer 
from a full flowing ftomacke. Generali, 

Take thou my foldiers, prifoners, patrimony, 

Witneflcthe world, that 1 create thee hcere 
My Lord and maftcr. 

Or.Meaneyou to enioyhimthen? 

jtfo. The let alone lies not in your good will. 

2?<i/?.Nor in thine Lord, 

Alb.W alfe blooded fcllow,yes. 

Baft. Let the drum ftrike.and proue my title good. 

Alb. Stay yet,heare reafon : Edmund , I arreft thee 
On capitall treafon ; and in thine attaint. 

This gilded Serpent : for your daimefairc filler,) 

I bare it in the intcreft of my wife, 

Tis Ihc is fubcontra<fted to her Lord, 

And I her husband contradift the banes, 

Ifyou will marry,makc your loue to me. 

My Lady is befpokc. Thou arc arm’d Gloftc* 

If none appeare to proue vpon thy head. 

Thy hainous, manifeft, and many treafons, 

There is my pledge,Ile proue it on thy heart 
Ere I taftc bread, thou art in nothing lefle 
Then I haue heere proclaim’d thee. 

Reg. Sicke, 6 ficke. 

Gon. If not, lie nere truft poyfon. 

"Baft. Ther’s my exchange, what in the world he is. 

That names me traitor, villain-like he lyes. 

Call by thy Trumpet, he that dares approach 
On him, on you, who not,I will maintaine 
My truth and honor firmely. 

Alb. A Herald ho. 

Baft. A herald ho,a herald. 
t^/£.Truft to thy fingle vettuc,for thy foldiers 
All leuied in my name, haue in my name tooke their difeharge. 
Reg. This ficknefle growes vpon me, 
vAlb. She is not wdl,conuey her to my tent, 
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